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had been, found between his legs; that Philippe II, his father,
had had it cut off before him in the prison.
" Very well!" cried the monk in fury, " apparently he had
well deserved it; for Philippe II. had permission from the
Pope to do so!" and, thereupon, he began to cry with all his
might about the marvels of piety and of justice of Philippe
II., and about the boundless power of the Pope, and to cry
heresy against any one who doubted that he could not order,
decide, and dispose of all.
Such is the fanaticism of the countries of the Inquisition,
where science is a crime, ignorance and superstition the first
of virtues. Though my official character protected me, I did
not care to dispute, and cause a ridiculous scene with this
bigot of a monk. I contented myself with smiling, and by
making a sign of silence as I did so to those who were with
me. The monk, therefore, had full swing, and preached a long
time without giving over. He perceived, perhaps, by our faces,
that we were laughing at him, although without gestures or
•words. At last he showed us the rest of the chamber, still
fuming; then we descended to the Pantheon. They • did me
the singular favour to light about two-thirds of the immense
and admirable chandelier, suspended from the middle of the
roof, the lights of which dazzled us, and enabled us to distin-
guish in every part of the Rotting-Eoom, not only the smallest
details of the smallest letter, but the minutest features of the
place.
I passed three days in the Escurial, lodged in a large and
fine apartment, and all that were with me well lodged also.
Our monk, who had always been in an ill humour since the
day of the B/otting-Room, did not recover himself until the
parting breakfast came. We quitted him without-regret, but
not the Escurial, which would pleasantly occupy a curious
connoisseur during more than a three months' stay. On the
road we met the Marquis de Montal^gre, who invited us to
dinner with him. The meal was so good that we little re-
gretted the dinner my people had prepared for us.
At last we arrived on. the 9th, at our village of Villahalmanzo,

